TkeTragedy of Hamlet 

He made to you in marriage, and he is dead; 

Murdred, damnably murdred,this was your husband, 
Looke you now, here is your husband. 

With a face like Vulcan. 

A looke fit for a murder and a rape, 

A dull dead hanging looke, and a hell-bred eie, 

To affright children and amaze the world: 

And this fame hauc you left to change with this. 

'What Dmcll thus hath cofonedyou at hob-man bl'indc? 

A! hauc you eyes and can youlooke on him 
That flew my father, and your deere husband. 

To hue in the inccfluous pleafureof his bed? 

Qtteene O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 

Ham. Toleaue him that bare a Monarkes mindc, 

For a king of dowts, of very (breads. 

Queene Sweete Hamlet ceafe. 

Ham. Nay but flail to perfifl and dwell in finne, 

T o fweate vnder the yoke of inf amie, 

T o make incrcafe of lhame, to (cale damnation. 

Quecnc Hamlet, no more. 

Ham. Why appetite with you is in thewaine, 

Your blood riinncs backeward now from whence it came, 
Whole chide hote blood within a Virgins heart. 

When lufl fhall dwell within a matrons breafti 
Qucene Hamlet, thou cleaucs my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it,aridkeepe the 
better. 

Enter the ghosl in hie night govne. 

Saueme.faue me, you gratious 
Powers aboue ,and houerouermee, 

With your celcftiall wings. 

Doe you not come your tardy (onne to chide, 

That I thus long haue let reuengc flippe by? 

O do not glare with lookes fo pittifull.' 

Lelt that my heart offtone yeclde to compaffion, 
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Prince of. Denmarke. 

And cuery part that (hould a dill reuengc, 

Forgoe their proper powers, and fall to pi tty. 

Ghojl Hamlet, I once againe appear c to thee. 

To put thee in remembrance of my death: 

Doc not negleft, nor long time put it off. 

But I percciuc by thy diflrafted lookes, ’ uzr 

Thy mother’s fearer ull, and Are ftands amazdc: 

Speake to her Hamlet, for her fex is weake. 

Comfort thy mother, Hamlet, thinkeon me. 

Ham. How i’ft with you Lady? 
ghtecnc Nay, how i’ft with you 
That thus you bend your eyes on vacancie, 

And holde difeourfe with nothing but with ayre? 

Ham. Why doe you nothing heart? 

Qttcene Not I. 

Ham. Nor doe you nothing fee?- 
jQueene ; No neither. (habiffi 

Ham. No, why fee the king my father, my father, in the 
As he liued, looke" you how pale he lookes, 

$ce how he ftealcs away out of the Portall, 

Looke, there he goes. exitsboft. 

Quetne Alas, it is the weakeneffe of thy braine. 

Which makes thy tongue to blazon thy hearts griefc: 

But as I haue a (oule,I fwcarc by heauen, 

1 neucr knew of this mod horride murder: 

But Hamlet, this is onely fantafic. 

And for my loue forget thcle idle fits. 

Ham. Idle, no mother, my pulfe doth beate like yours, 

It is not madneffc that poffefleth Hamlet. 

O mother, if euer you did my deare father loue, 

Forbearethe adulterous bed to night. 

And win your felfe by little as you may. 

In time it may be you wil lo the him quite: 

And mother, but aflift mee in reuenge. 

And in his death your infamy (hall die. 
gwent Hamlet, I vow by that maiefty, 
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